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7 he mo ft lamentable Tugedk 

Tit. Kild her for whome my teares haue mabe me diind. 
I am as wofull as t^irgi ins was, 

And hauc a thoufand times more caufe then he, 

T o doe this outrage, and it is now done. 

King. What was /he raui/lit? tell who did the deede. 
Ti'us. Wil t pleafe you cat, wilt pleafe your highnes feed/ 
Turn. Why haft thou ftaine thine onely daughter 
Tuus . Not I, twas Cbsrona.n& Demetrius . 

They raui Iht her, and cut away her tongue. 

And they, twas they, that did her all this wrong. 

King. Goe fetch them hether to vs prefently, 

Titus. Why there they are both, baked in that pic, 
Whcreoftheir mother daintiliehathfed. 

Eating the fle/h that (he herfelfe hathbred. 

Tis true, tis true* witnes my kniue? ftiarpe point, 

Htftabs the Emprtffe. 

Empe ♦ Diefranticke wretch for tbisaccurfed deec 
Lucius. Canthefonnes eye behold his father bleede? 
There’s meede for meede, death for a deadly deede. 

Marcus. You fad fac'd men, people and fons of Rom;, 
By vprores feuerd like a flight of fowle, 

Scattredby windes and high tempeftious gulls, 

Oh let me teach you how to knitagaine 
This fcattredcorneinto one mutuall (hcaffe, 

Thefe broken limbs againeinto onebody. 

RomanLord. Let Rome herfelfe be bane vntoher felfe. 
And fhee whome fnightie kingdomes curlie too, 

Like aforlorncand defperatecaft away. 

Doe lhamefull execution on her felfe. 

But if my froftie fignes and chaps of age, 

Graue witneffesoftrue experience^ 

Connot induce you to atten d my words, 

Spcake Romes deere friend, as erft our Anceftor, 

When 


of Titus An ironicus. 

When with his folemne tongue he did difeourfe 
Toloue-ficke Didoes fad attending eare, 

The ftory ofthat balefull burning night, 

When fubtile G reekes furprizd King Priatns T royi 
Tell vs what Sinon hath bewiccht our eares. 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 
That giues our Troy, our Romethe ciuill wound. 

My hart is notcompaft of flint nor fteele, 

Nor can Ivtter all our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie, 

And breake my very vttrance euen in the time 
When it (hould moueyou to attend me raoft, 

Lending your kind commiferation. 

Heereis a Captaine let him tell the tale, 

Your harts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake. 

Lucius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you, 
That curfed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdredourEmperours brother, 

A nd they it were that ranifhedour lifter. 

For their fellfaults our brothers were beheaded. 

Our Fathers teares defpifd, and bafelv coufend,’ 
Ofthat true hand thatfought Romes quarrellout. 
And fent her enemies vnto the graue, 

Laftlymy felfe vnkindly banifhed. 

The gates lliuton me and tumd weeping out, 

To beg reliefeamong Romes enemies, 

Who dro wnd theit enmity in my true teares, 

Arid opt their artnes to imbracc me as a friend, 
and I am the turned forth be it knowne to you, 
Thathaue preferud her welfare in my blood. 

And from herbofometookethe enemies point, 
She^hing the fteele in my aduentrous body. 

At&you know I am no vaunter I, 

“ Swats can witnes, dum b although they are* 

■ ,/ K 3 


That 




